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T    TITLE  ROBIN  REI>-BREAST,. 
JL  A     Sat  upon  a  rail ; 
fciukle  noddle  went  his  head, 
And  wag  went  his  tail. 


(§o.  pretty  bird,  and  fpeed  tfey  flight, 
And  give  the  little  girl  delight ; 
To  Pelfy's  window  take  th/  way, 
Who  fcorns  to  leave  her  book  for  pday  \ 
Then  fing  to  her  the  fong  of  truth, 
That  love  of  learning  in  a  youth, 
Is  the  beft  virtue  ever  leen  j 
And  makes  the  lowcft  like  *  queen. 


(    3    ) 

Here  lies  Cock  Robin, 
Dead  and  cold  ; 


His  end,  this  book, 
Will  foon  unfold. 
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4  The  DEATH  and  BURIAL  of 

An  E  L  E  G  Y  on 
The  DEATH  and  BURIAL  of 
COCK        ROBIN. 
IT/HO  killed  Cock  Robin  ? 
V  V  I,  fays  the  Sparrow, 

With  my  bow  and  arrow, 
And  I  killed  Cock  Robin. 


This  is  the  Sparrow, 
.With  his  bow  and  arrow* 


COCK    ROBIN. 

Wko  faw  him  die  ? 

I,  faid  ths  Plyt. 

With  my  little  eye  ; 
And  I  faw  him  die. 

This  is  the  Fly, 
With  his  little  eye. 


Who  catched  his  blood  ? 

I,  faid  the  Fi/b. 

With  my  little  difli ; 
And  I  catched  his  blood. 
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This  is  the  fY/6, 
That  held  the  diih. 


Who  made  his  fhrowd  ? 
1.  faid  the  Beetle, 
With  my  little  needle, 

And  1  made  his  ihrowd. 


COCK    ROBIN. 

This  is  the  Beetle, 

With  his  thread  and  needle. 


•Vho  {hall  dig  his  grave  ? 

J,  faidtheCW. 

With  my  fpade  aad  fliow'J, 
And  I'll  dig  his  grave, 


Tkis 
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This  is  the  O<r,/  fo  brave, 
That  dug  Cock  Roltns  grare. 


Who  will  be  the  parfon  ? 
l>  Taid  the  Rook, 
With  my  little  book, 

And  Fii  be  the  pardon*. 

Here's  parfon  RosJtt 


COCK    ROBIN. 


will  be  the  clerk  ? 
J,  faid  the  Lark, 
If  'tis  not  in  the  dark. 
And  I  will  be  the  clerk. 


lie  Df  ATM  <?»^  BURIAL  -of 

Behold  how  the  Lar%, 
Says  Amen,  like  a  clerk. 

Who'll  carry  him  to  the  grave? 
J,  laid  the  Kite, 
If  'tis  not  in  the  night ; 

\nd  I'll  carry  him  to  his  grave. 

Behold  the  Kite., 
How  he  ukes  his  flight. 


€OCK    ROBIN. 

Who  will  carry  the  link  ? 
J,  faid  the  Linnet, 
I'll  fetch  it  in  a  minute  ; 

And  I'll  carry  the  link. 

Here's -the  Linnet  with  a  light, 
Altho'  'tis  not  night. 


Who'll  be  the  chief  mourner  ; 

I,  (aid  the  Dove. 

For  I  mourn  for  my  lore  ; 
And  Til  be  the  chief  mourner. 


Hers's 


12  The  DEATH 


Here's  a  pretty  Dew, 
That  mourn'd  for  her  love. 

Who'll  bear  the  pall ; 
We,  fays  the  Wren, 
Both  the  cock  and  the  hen, 

And  we'll  bear  the  pall. 

See  the  Wren*  Co  fmall, 
Vv  ho  held  CockRebin  spall. 

Who'll 


COCK    ROBIN. 


Who'll  fmg  the  pfalm  ? 
I,  fays  the  Tkrujb, 
As  (he  fat  in  a  buffi  : 

And  I'll  rng  a  pfalm. 
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Singing  pfaims  in  a  buflv. 


Who  will  toll  the  bell  ? 
I,  fays  the  8u//, 
Bscaufe  I  can  pulf, 

So  Cock  Rebn  farewell; 


COCK   ROBIN. 


All  the  birds  in -the  air, 

Fell  tofighing  and  fobbing,, 

When  ^they  "heard  the  Hell  toll, 
For  poor  Ctck  Re&n. 


FINIS. 
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